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the pathos lies in the contrast between the stately old
battleship, which had fought in the weather-line at
Trafalgar, and the vulgar, self-assertive little tug which
is noisily towing it to its last berth. Inasmuch as the
day of the 'Tenieraire* is at its close, so is the evening
sun about to set and the brilliant lights in the sky
are soon to be obscured by the shadows of advancing
night.
The 'Fighting T<§m£raire5 brings us on to Turner's
final phase when realism had passed him by, and, his
fame being won, he was free to practise the experiments
of colour and light of which he had so often dreamed.
The Interior at Petworth (No. 1988) is just such an
experiment, but we can never hope to see in it all that
Turner saw. For most of us, it is like looking for pictures
in the fire; sometimes we see much that is marvellous
and at other times nothing at all.
A few things, however, are certain. We know that
the sunlight is pouring into the hall of a large Georgian
house, heavily furnished with family portraits and
pseudo-classical statuary. In the background, on the
left, is a marble group of the Three Graces and on the
opposite side is a long mirror. In the foreground, two
lap-dogs have been more than usually mischievous and
have pulled down a tablecloth and are now chasing
each other among the fallen furniture. This mclic of
movement, lost in the riot of light and colour, convinces
us that the picture is merely the artist's excuse for
depicting a sun-lit room in which the light, whisked up
by the particles of flying dust, is broken into prismatic
colours of emerald, gold and scarlet
Those who like to know at what they are looking will
quickly leave the impressionist hurricane at Petworth
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